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Chapter one 


If The Shoe Fits 
A work of fiction, inspired by the bottle of glitter presently wedged in one of my own shoes. 
"Hey woman, hurry up!" Jimmy Page called back over his shoulder with a grin. "You're slowing down again!" 


‘Jimmy, wait a minute--" Maddy Page said, sinking down on a concrete bench. She was about twenty feet down 


the boardwalk. "My shoe feels funny." She removed it with a wince. 


"Something in it?" he said, going back over to her. She had on a pair of little low-heeled black pumps - slightly 
incongruous with jeans, but hardly impractical to walk in. 


"No, it just isn't stretching like | thought it would--" Her voice sounded slightly pained. 


"Stretching? What -- oh God, Maddy--" Her stocking above her right big toe was soaked with dark blood. 
"What on earth did you do?" 


She didn't reply, just peeled the nylon off to survey the damage. The shoe, instead of stretching to 
accommodate the misshapen, bony lump that had once been the second joint of her big toe, had dug into it 
instead, rubbing a blister that had broken and reblistered and broken yet again, until it had rubbed raw enough 


to ooze blood. "Oh man--" 


Jimmy winced. "My poor baby." He'd been surprised to realize that lump of inflamed bony nastiness was, in 


fact, a bunion. He'd thought a bunion was something like a boil. "Luv, we have got to get that thing looked at" 


She was looking from the shoe to her foot and back again in dismay. "Do you think if | stuck a napkin or 
something in there it would pad it?" 


"We're on the beach, luv. No one's going to notice if you aren't wearing shoes," he pointed out. "Let's get back 


to the hotel and take care of that" He wished he hadn't teased her about walking so slowly. 

we 

‘lm sorry--" she said miserably. 

"For what?" They were back in their room. She'd taken his advice and soaked her injured foot for a little bit, 
and was now sitting on the edge of the bed while he surveyed the damage. "You've got a blister on your heel, 
too." He wondered if they should pop it. "You've got to get rid of those shoes.” 

"Jimmy, damn it, | just bought them!" Frustration made her sound angry. "You know, it's bad enough that | 
can't find a pair of shoes to freaking fit in the first place without this thing--" Her voice broke. "Damn it--" 
Getting all weepy just made her more disgusted with herself, which only made her weepier.. 


"Hey." He got up on the bed with her, taking her in his arms. "There there, luv." 


"I'm sorry--" she sniffled "It's just so frustrating, you know? My feet are so freaking wide in the first place, 
and now this stupid thing." 


"Your feet don't look big. | don't think they're as long as my hand" Somehow, the topic of shoe sizes had never 


come up in eight months of marriage. 

"Not big. Wide. They're a six and a half Triple E American," she said dismally. "About as wide as they are long, 
in other words." Here in the UK, she typically had to search for double wides, which were hard to come by. 
"And even when | do find a pair that fits, this happens." 

"Do those fit?" He looked at her. 


She nodded. "Just not over -- that." 


He looked thoughtful. "So its just that one part you need to stretch, then?" 


She nodded again. 

He thought about it for a moment, then jumped up off the bed. "I've got an idea, luv!" 

"What?" she said. 

"Watch," he said with a grin, finding the offending shoe, then taking an asprin bottle from the dresser and 
wedging it in at an angle, forcing the cap up and against the inside top edge of the shoe. "Leave that in there 
for a day or so and see if it works. It can't do any harm, right?" 

"No--" She finally smiled, a little. "Thanks, Jimmy. You're a genius." 

"| know," he smirked, sitting down with her again. 


"Prat." She swatted him playfully. He pounced on her and they fell across the bed, ending up in a long kiss. 


"And next time tell me when your foot starts to hurt, okay?" he said when their lips parted, gazing into her 
eyes. 


"Okay" She snuggled against him. "But for what? | know you can't carry me 
"Piggyback, maybe," he said, hugging her tighter. 'I love you, girl More than anything. 
She smiled, thinking that "girl" shouldnt be so romantic. "I love you, too’ 

se 


Note: I've never actually done that much damage to myself with a shoe, but I've come close... 


